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Pictures for Presents 


By James Montgomery Flagg. 
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**PLEASE FIND ENCLOSED.” 


Plate-marked photogelatine print in sepia, 12 x 16 


Fifty cents. 


Ry P. J. Monahan 

















Copyright, Judge Co. 


SMOKING CUPID’S BRAND. 


Photogravure in sepia, 12 x 16, 


Fifty cents 


CHRISTMAS is near—buy 

presents now. Give pic- 
tures this year. These are 
some of the many beautiful 
pictures by James Montgom- 
ery Flagg and other famous 
artists which we sell at prices 
from 25 cents upward. Send 
10 cents for our handsomely 
illustrated catalogue, which 
gives a full description of each 
picture. A beautiful drawing 
by Penrhyn Stanlaws sent 
free with every catalogue 
while the drawings last— 
only a few left. 





By James Montgomery Flare. 














Copyright, Judge Co. 
THE HYPNOTIST: 

*NOW YOU BOTH BELIEVE YOU CAN’T 
LIVE WITHOUT EACH OTHER!” 
Photogravure in sepia, 15 x 18, 

One Dollar. 

Hand colored, Two Dollars. 


By James Vontgcomery Flagg. 

















Copyright, Judge Co. 
TROUBLE SOMEWHERE. 
Photogravure in biue-black, 14 x 19, 
One dollar. 





By James Montgomery Flagg. 








Copyright, Judge Co. 


“AWAITING YOUR FAVORABLE 
REPLY, 
I AM, VERY TRULY YOURS, 
A BUSINESS MAN,” 


Plate-marked photogelatine print in sepia. 


14% x 20, One dollar. 11x 14, Fifty cents. 


By Percy D. Johnson. 
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SMOKER’S HEART, 


Photogravure in blue-black, 12 x 16, 
Fifty cents. 


LESLIE-JUDGE COMPANY 


225 Fifth Avenue 


ade supplied by the W. R. Anderson Company, 32 Union Square, New York. 


New York City 
































Now. 


Dolls and dishes, 
Balls and bats, 
Mouth organs and 
Woolly cats; 
Horns and balls 
And choo-choo cars, 
And silver mugs 
And pickle jars, 
And nut picks and 
Silk stockings, and 
Red neckties and 
A silken band 
For a nice sash 
For sister girl; 
A ribbon for 
The baby’s curl, 
A dolly’s dresser 
And a bed; 
Some books, some chalk— 
Blue, white, and red, 
And every color 
’Neath the sun 
And, for the boy, 
A shootin’ gun; 
Some gold beads for 
Your helpmeet’s neck, 
Some nuts and candies— 
’Bout a peck 
Some slipper-shoes 
For baby’s feet, 
A drum the little 
Tad can beat. 
A world of things! 
I don’t see how, 
Unless you start in 
Shopping now, 
You’ll get it all; 
So I should say 
You ought to hump 
Yourself to-day. 
—Judd Mortimer Lewis, in Houston Post. 
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“I wish you health, 






likewise wealth, 


And a happy home with freedom; 





And may you always have true friends, 





But never have cause to need them.”* 


























SOLE ® 


WHITE, HENTZ & co. 
Phile. and New York 


| Sennen — - eS 


Didn’t Know He Was Happy. 


‘‘The captain told me they kept you alive 
for eight days on brandy and milk.’’ 

‘‘Just my luck! I was unconscious all 
the time.’’—M. A. P. 


At the Door. 


‘*Yes, my mind is made up. To-night I 
shall ask her to be my wife. B-b-by Jove, 
I h-hope she’s out!’’— Woman’s Home Com- 
panion. 





Miss. Smith—‘‘ Now, Madge, tell me, which would you rather be—pretty or good ?’’ 
Madge (promptly)—‘‘I would rather be pretty, Miss Smith; I can easily be good 


whenever I like to try.’""—London Punch. 


Certain Remedy. 


If a man is troubled with pipe dreams he 
should consult a plumber.—Chicago News. 


A Fine Point. 


‘*Tell me,’’ said the newly rich lady, as 
they were discussing points of pronuncia- 
tion, ‘‘do you say ‘the Rhine’ or ‘the 
Rhone’? I hear it both ways.’’—Christian 
Register. 


Every lover of a good cocktail should call for 
Abbott’s Bitters. Makes the best. 


Meat Famine. 


‘‘What has become of your zoological 
garden?’’ 

‘‘Well, we thought meat was too valuable 
to have it loafing around in cages to look 
at.’’—Meggendorfer Blaetter. 


Beneath the moon, he told his love. 
The color left her cheeks; 
But on the shoulder of his coat 
It showed up piain for weeks. 
—Columbia Jester. 


In answering advertisements please mention JUDGé«&. It will be appreciated. 


Whiskey 
_ Green Label. 





ESTABLISHED 
1793 


AT ALL FIRST-CLASS DEALERS 
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dust Observe for Yourself — 
Pronounced. Individuality 
and a Flavor more satisfy. 
ing than mere wordscan 
describe, areBlatz exclusive 
characteristics—so declare 


those who — peg 
character and qual ny i in 








— MILWAUKEE — 


THE FINEST 
BEER EVER BREWED 


VAL. BLATZ BREWING CO. MILWAUKEE 
ASK FOR IT AT THE CLUB, CAFE OR BUFFET 


INSIST ON ‘‘BLATz"’ 
CORRESPONDENCE INVITED DIRECT 


7165 CGARS 


“MADE AT KEY WEST.— 


















ROMEIKE’S Press Cutting Bureau will send you 
all newspaper clippings which may 
appear about you, your friends, or any subject on 
which you may want to be “up to date.” Every 
newspaper and periodical of importance in the Uni- 
ted States and Europe is searched. Terms, $5.00 for 
100 notices. HENRY ROMEIKE, 110-112 West 26th 
Street, New York. 












A Gift that will 
be Appreciated 























Scandard Get, including Stropving Attachment 
and 6 Doub:e-edge |, ollow-ground biadea, £5. 
















DURHAM DUPLEX RAZOR C9., 111 Fitth Ave., New York 
DURHAM DUPLEX RAZOR CO., Ltd., 86 Strand, London 





VARICOSE VEINS, "*22°* 


are mpletely cured With inexpensive home treatment 
It absolutely removes the pain, ewelling. tiredness and 
disease Full particulars on receipt of stan 


TD 
W. F. Young, P. D. F., 115 Temple 8t., Springfield. Mase 









m your razors for at least 200 shaves 


Particulars free 
&t., Chicago, U1. 


HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 
PAPER WAREHOUSE 


Nos. 32, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street 
Branch Warehouse, 20 Beekman Street, New York 
ALL KINDS OF PAPER MADE TO ORDER. 































UTILS 


IMPERIAL 


EXTRA DRY 
CHAMPAGNE 





t 
ably smooth and perfect cut 


Let me convince you with m 

combination hone and stro; 

hat you can keep a remark 
tinw edge « 


W. J. WINTERS, K311, 115 Dearborn 





A good story went through Germany 
about a Schusterbub, or cobbler’s boy, who 
waited outside the palace to see the Em- 
peror come forth for his afternoon airing. 
Finding the delay tedious, he suddenly ex- 
claimed, ‘‘The booby isn’t coming! I shall 
go.”’ 

A policeman at once caught him by the 
collar and shouted, ‘‘Whom do you mean by 
‘the booby,’ sirrah?’’ 

‘*Why, my friend Michel!’’ whined the 
boy. ‘‘He was to have met me here, but 
he hasn’t come.”’ 

The policeman, of course, accepted the 
explanation and let him go, whereupon the 
boy retreated twenty paces, struck a de- 
risive attitude, and yelled, ‘‘And whom did 
you mean by ‘the booby’?’’—Christian 
Register. 











He’s Used to Both. 

William Jennings Bryan will spend his 
winters in Texas and his summers in Ne- 
braska. Between tidal waves and cyclones 
his life ought to be far from monotonous.- 
Albany Knickerbocker Press. 


A Hero. 
Kicker—‘‘My great-grandfather carried 
that drum all through the Revolution.’’ 
Snicker—‘ And whenever he sighted the 
enemy he beat it, I suppose.”’—Brooklyn 
Life. 


The Wherefore. 
‘‘Your daughter practices on the piano 
faithfully, I notice. Now, mine hates it.’’ 
‘*Mine does, too. But she'd rather prac- 
tice all day than help with the housework.’’ 
Louisville Courier-Journal. 






RAISING AN OBJECTION. 
First boy—‘* Gee! but them aryplanes is great, ain't they?’’ 


Second boy 


Precision’s Pitfall. 

A young Baltimore man has a habit of 
correcting carelessness in speech that 
comes to his notice. The other day he 
walked into a shop and asked for a comb. 

**Do you want a narrow man’s comb?’’ 
asked the clerk. 

‘**No,’’ said the customer gravely. ‘‘I 
want acomb fora stout man with rubber 
teeth.’’—-Baltimore American. 


Her Career. 
**Well, has your college daughter decided 
upon her career?’’ 
**Yes; he has blue eyes, brown hair, and 
works in a hardware store.’’—Louisville 
Courier-Journal. 


A True Story. 

When a fireman who had gallantly lost 
his life in action was buried, his comrades, 
as a token of affection for their dead hero, 
covered his coffin with a magnificent funeral 
sheaf, inscribed with the words: ‘‘Gone to 
his last fire.’’—Lippincott’s Magazine. 


In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 


** Great nuthin’! There ain't a bit of chance to hang on behind one of them things.’’ 


Couldn’t Stand Exposure. 

The member of the Legislature, of whom 
some graft stories had been circulated, was 
about to build a house. 

**You will want a southern exposure, I 
suppose ?’’ asked the architect. 

**No, sir!’’ said the man. ‘“‘If you can’t 
build this house without any exposure, I'l! 
get another architect.’’—Yonkers States- 
man. 


The Reason Why. 
Young bride—‘‘I didn’t accept Harry the 
first time he proposed.”’ 
Miss Ryval—‘‘No, dear; 
there.’’—Boston Transcript. 


Meaning Who? 

*“‘Some men,’’ said Uncle Eben, “‘has a 
way of tellin’ you to be good dat soun’s like 
dey thought dey was improvin’ on de Ten 
Commandments.’’— Washington Star. 


you weren’t 


Sliced Oranges withadash of Abbott's Bitters are 
appetizing and healthful. Sample hy mail, 25 cts. 
in stamps. C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore. Md. 























The New Member. 
By McLANDBURGH WILSON. 
OW TO the house has come 
A member new and blushing, 
And when he lifts his voice 
We know there’ll be no hushing. 


In person you can see 
He’s quite an old-time model. 
He’s bald and rather short, 
Resentful of a coddle. 


His politics? At once 

You’ll see their true direction 
When you are well informed 

He changed the whole complexion. 





And yet we do not wait 

For him to make a blunder; 
All that he does is right 

Our baby is a wonder! 


The Latest Jokes. 





66E-JAVE you noted the flock of jokes AT THE MINSTRELS. 
. a ° Mr. Tambo I see dat dey requires a license 
that has come in with the aero- dese days to push a baby carriage.”"’ 
aos Interlocutor — “* What sort of a license, Mr. 
plane 3 Tambo ?”’ 


“uy ” Mr. Tambo—* Why, a marriage license.’ 
‘Yep; some of them fall pretty flat, too. intent . a 
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= PUTTING HIS INSTRUCTION TO USE. 
Gladys—‘‘ Oh, brother Jo, what are you doing there ?’’ 








Jo—*‘ Hist! I’m a boy scout getting information of the enemy’s intentions..’’ 


A Winter Wooing. 
- By CHARLES C. JONES. 
1% THE chill of gray December 
I was bent on doing 
What I wanted most—remember, 
’Twas a winter wooing! 
She was pretty, chic, and sprightly 
As a playful kitten; 
I her hand requested lightly, 
And I got the mitten! 


Yet I do not sit in sorrow, 
Sighing like a bellows; 

Joy I need not much to borrow 
From the other fellows. 

Not by keen regret I’m bitten 
For a single minute— 

It is true I got the mitten, 
But her hand was in it! 


Puffed with Pride. 


ad arms who is ’at funny man?’’ 


**That, my child, is a policeman.’’ 
‘Why does he frow out his tummy ?’’ 
‘‘Hush, child! He thinks that is his 


chest.”’ 
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We Could Do without the Woman 
HO ONLY blushes for the mistakes 
of her friends. 

Whose 
than her garter. 

Who marries a man to keep some other 
woman from getting him. 

Who will talk for hours about the value 
of silence. 

Whose marriage is a failure because her 
husband’s love is greater than his bank ac- 


conscience has more elasticity 


count, 

Who forgives a man if he breaks the Ten 
Commandments, but never if he breaks a 
dinner engagement. 

Whose face is her fortune, and who is 
constantly flashing her roll. 

Who considers that to suffer in silence 
takes all the pleasure away from it. 

Who goes to Europe to complete an edu- 
cation that was never begun. 

Who never listens to her husband till he 
begins to talk in his sleep. 

Who never feels comfortable in new shoes 
unless they hurt her. Sam § 


Stinson. 


Ambitious Willie. 
HEN Willie Jones was only eight, 
Folks said he’d win renown, 
Declaring that he worked so late 
You could not keep him down. 


But Will an airship built one day; 
He thought he'd win a cup. 

Folks smiled and quickly changed their lay 
You could not keep him up. 


ISSING before marriage is as danger- 
ous as the absence of it afterward. 


“THE MOLD OF FORM.”’ 









** Never you mind, Kitty Magee, I’m goin’ to get me mudder to turn me petticoats upside 
down, an’ den I ’ll be in de hobble class, too.’’ 


Hooking vs. Landing. 

64g WAS engaged ten times,’’ 

lady with the double chin, 
finally married.”’ 

**Yes?’’ comments the lady with the fur 

**It’s awfully hard for some women 


says the 
‘*before I 


bonnet. 
to land a man definitely.’’ 


Stimulating. 
HE HIDEOUS hat of womankind 
Is useful—do not doubt it. 
Some talking through the same we find, 
While others talk about it. 


These Swift Times. 
a pare is that building you are put- 
ting up on the corner of your lot?’’ 
we ask of our neighbor, whose wife is fond 
of automobiles, while he is going in for 
aeroplanes. 
‘*That? 


garage,’’ he explains. 


Oh, that’s going to be our han- 


Blowing Some. 
OME folks, in order to raise the wind, 
have to get up a sale. 
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A movement is on foot to reshape our cities so that birdmen may disti 
mosquito; New York, a dollar mark freckled with taxicabs and white lights 
a replica of St. Paul; Cincinnati, a porker; Chicago, a big foot; New Orleans, 





AEROPLANE MAP. 


; Brooklyn, a baby carriage ; 








ish them at a glance. Milwaukee is to be rebuilt to resemble a stein of beer; Jersey City will appear in the form of a gigantic 
} Buffalo, a buffalo, of course; Boston, a hub; 1 
a crescent; etc., while W. 


win, 


Pittsburgh, an anvil; The Saintly 
ashington 


remains on the square. 
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— a JOY IN DUCKTOWN. Dorman-—naSmith AQ 
The first real ice of the Seas<n 
How To Convert the Benighted Heathen. 
By; WILBUR D. NESBIT. 
HE BENIGHTED heathen calls upon’ bewailing the fact that his genuine, all- So it goes, all through the day. 
us, and we gladly avail ourselves of wool suit, after being wet, has shrunk until That evening a caller drops in at the 

the opportunity to instruct him in the right it bears no semblance to its former self. house, and we tell him we are glad to see 
way of living. : him and insist upon his remain- 

As we walk along the street f ing, but after he goes at last we 
with him, explaining to him = , heave a sigh of relief and tell 
how woefully benighted he is, \ . pa ' pee cet the benighted heathen that we 
we come upon a crowd of people — =E —eas >) = fl utterly dislike the caller. 
throwing stones at a factory. \ see, —— Next morning the benighted 

‘‘What is wrong there?’’ he \j aes ‘y x = | heathen tells us that he is going 
asks. UY \2 i home, and thanks us for having 

‘“‘Oh, those men are just soon 4 it? shown him the right way to live. 
striking for higher wages or gaeee sone Sw ‘*You are converted, then?’’ 
shorter hours or something.’’ oe —e we ask. ‘‘You are convinced?’’ 

‘‘And why does not their em- ‘“‘I am convinced,’’ he an- 
ployer grant their demand?”’ swers, ‘‘that the right way for 

‘‘Possibly he cannot. Any- me to live is to avoid your 
way, he can get plenty of men manner of life.’’ 





to take their places at the low 
** That Is the Question.’’ 


TIS SAID that 


wage.”’ 
We hurry along, and soon we 





see an officer arresting a shop- jag ign fe -'} Hl iii dN ii ‘i ; - 2 ig Behind the clouds 
or t sting a shop yee \j ‘ i Ui! AN TH : The sun shines just the same. 
a ws 2: , ee > ul en But how get 
‘“Why is this?’’ asks the be- as Zigy: ( | a - Lik a Behind the clouds 


nighted heathen. Without an aeroplane? 
“I’m pinchin’ him for usin’ 
short-weight scales,’’ explains Rapid Progress. 
the officer. 
A block farther on we see 


another officer leading another 


=. = 
2+. 


Willis—‘‘Science is making 
rapid strides.”’ 

Gillis—‘‘Yes; we'll soon 
have things so that we can make 
the weather to suit our pre- 
dictions. ”’ 


shopkeeper. 

‘‘TI’ve arrested this man for 
selling adulterated food,’’ he 
tells us. 


es MMU SSRs. 


Blue Monday. 


Later on we meet a woman 
who tells us that she has seen 


me —S “ny YOU know why we 
her husband riding about with ONE KIND OF DEMONSTRATION. call this day Blue Mon- 
a flashy lady, and is going to The moralist—‘'I tell you, my boy, the philosopher is right—all these day?”’ 


luxurious surroundings have nothin d ithh —h : 
comes from within. ~ iia me © Ce Cag agpa ‘Maybe it’s because so much 


And, again, we see a man The man-about-town—“‘Sure thing—let’s have a Scotch high-ball.’’ bluing is used.’”’ 


get a divorce. 
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Make Room for the Children. 


OT IN vain has the 


against race 
His 
French people 


point in the 


scoring 





fruit. 


the race.’’ 
such straight-from-the-shoulder talk 


that, and the agitation which followed in 
coupled, 


certain philanthropic circles, 


course, with the arrogant attitude landlords 


everywhere maintain toward families 
which unfortunately possess children, 
has led to the introduction of a bill in 
the French Chamber of Deputies. The 
measure provides a fine of from five to 
ten dollars for landlords who refuse to 
let premises on the ground that a tenant 
has too many children or who give notice 
to quit for the same reason, the fine be- 
ing doubled on a repetition of the of- 
fense. But this is merely a first step 
in the right direction, and if there is 
to be any appreciable increase in the 
population of our sister republic, the 


measure must be developed further 
along the same lines. 

Not only should the possession of 
children be no bar to renting a house, 
but it should put one on the premium 
For every additional child above 
ay, half 


list. 
a certain minimum number 
a dozen—-the amount 

of monthly rental 
should be abated at 

the rate of five dollars 

This would 
finally result, as it F 
should, in giving to 1 
the patriarch of a itt 
large household the |'|!’ 
use of any residence | 
practically free, 
thereby enabling him 

to devote more money 

to the up-bringing of 
his numerous flock. 
But it’s a poor rule 


per head. 





colonel preached 
suicide, 
of the 
on this 
Sorbonne 
lecture has already borne 
At that time he 
told the flower of France 

that ‘‘no delicacy of taste, no sensuous de- 
velopment of art and literature, can in any 
way compensate for the loss of the great 
fundamental virtues, the greatest of which 
virtues is the race’s power to perpetuate 
France had not been used to 
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UNCLE SAM’S ADVICE—‘*‘ NOW THAT YOU ARE OUT, STAY OUT.” 










that doesn’t work in more than one direc- 
tion. All the financial loss should not be 
visited on the poor landlord’s head. The 
childless family ought really to bear the 
brunt. Still another section must be added 
to the bill, imposing a heavy fine on the 
tenant with no children or with less than 
the minimum allowance of six before men- 
tioned. To be just, this fine should be 
graduated according to the number of chil- 
dren lacking, and should rest with particular 
severity upon those households where there 
is neither chick nor child. 

If this matter is worth taking up at all, 
**His Honor’”’ suggests it should be handled 
with that degree of resolution and firmness 
that will add to the population. 


What Is Grand Opera? 
T GRAND-OPERA 


season is with us once 
again. Attention has 
been called to the fact that 
the only difference between 
grand opera and the other 
kind is in the price charged for seats 
and in the cut of the gowns worn by the 
women who come in late. 





Passing an 
opera house immediately after the close 
of a performance, one hears a good deal 
about the ‘‘grand’’ prices pa had to pay 
for the tickets—especially if it be the 
opening night and the speculators on the 
street have worked a rich vein—a good 
deal about the ‘‘grand’’ gowns ma saw 
on other women, and something abcut 
the ‘‘grand’’ salary certain stars are 
said todraw. One hears so little about 
the opera itself that one would be per- 
fectly justified in wondering what is 
grand opera. An advertisement would 
not be far from the 
truth should it say, 
“Greatest society 
show on earth. Cos- 
tumes most expensive 
ever worn by any 
i} crowd of women,”’ 
ete. 


Brieflets. 
t letererys is easy 
to find when one 
is looking for it. 
It is easier to serve 
two masters than to 
master two servants. 


aw 
TWRAO Sg 























Happy Hints for the Home. 


A New Household Department conducted by 
“Old Uncle Tommyrot.”’ 
Editorial NotemThe great success of the household depart- 
ments in the monthly magazines has led us to inaugu- 
rate an Occasional department in which penurious house- 
wives, worthy needlemomen, manly men, and careful chorus 
gitls may find little hints which will tend to alleviate per- 
sonal discomfort and add to the joy of living. Address all 
queries to “Old Uncle Tommyrot,” who will endeavor to 
give satisfaction. 


By W. A. PAGE. 
How To Tame a Savage Canary. 
1 ow FIRST step, of course, is to show this 
fierce bird that you are absolutely fear- 
less and unafraid. Approach its cage, look- 
ing it steadily in the eye, and regard it with 
amused indifference as it dashes itself fero- 
ciously against the bars in its eager efforts 
to get at you. Later place it near a pianola, 
and for some days play this instrument in- 
cessantly within the hearing of the helpless 
bird. It will be found that the subjugating 
influence of the pianola has so tamed its 
spirit that it is thoroughly amenable to con- 
trol, fearing a second dose of the instru- 
mental music. Even achild may now ap- 
proach and fondle it without fear. Care 
should be taken at all times, from the be- 
ginning of the taming process and after- 
ward, that no meat of any kind be fed to 
the canary. A meat diet causes them to 
relapse again into a state of uncontrollable 
savagery. 
How To Make a Cabinet Pudding. 

This would be a pudding for a carpenter, 
but any good housesmith can also make it 
if he exercises care and discretion. First, 
take five or six pieces of cherry wood and 
polish with shoe or stove polish until they 
shine. See that the doors of the cabinet 
pudding do not stick. When the cabinet 
pudding is done, fill with butter, meat, and 
vegetables. 

How To Make a Pinwheel of a Fifty- 

dollar Bill. 

Take a fifty-dollar bill and cut an inch 
and ahalf off eachend. This will make the 
larger portion a perfect square. Now, with 
a pair of scissors, cut carefully from the 
corners almost to the center. Fold over the 
alternate corners, so that you can stick a 
diamond pin through the four corners and 
through the center of the fifty-dollar bill. 
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HER RAIN-BEAU. 


Fasten to the top of a stick by means of the 
diamond pin; but if a diamond pin cannot 
be secured, use an ordinary pin. Only new 
fifty-dollar bills should be used, as old bills 
do not possess the requisite stiffness. 
This makes a very pleasing toy for 
a little girl who likes to see the 
money fly around, and also for little 
girls who like to blow money. 


How To Cheer Up the Hall Bed- 
room. 

The little hall bedroom can be 
made bright and cheerful by the ex- 
penditure of a few pennies and a lit- 
tle time. One sweet young girl I 
know, a stenographer, who paid only 
two dollars and fifty cents a week for 
her hall bedroom, made it the envy 
of the household by the care and at- 
tention which she gave it, making it 
a perfect little bower of daintiness. 
For ten cents she bought a bottle of 
gold paint, and one Sunday morning 
transformed her plain iron bed into 
a replica of a beautiful, gold-painted 
bed, much nicer than the brass ones 
which cost a great deal of money. 
She made curtains for the windows 
from cheese cloth, laboriously col- 
lected from the cheese used in the 
boarding-house, the landlady having 
consented to remove the cloth each 
time she bought a new cheese. These 
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curtains were dainty and wholesome, and 
gave the room a fresh appearance, and 
drew forth many compliments from the 
boarders in this establishment. 











RURAL TACT. 


Constable Ezry Filkins—‘' ‘ Rumors wanted,’ eh? By 
spruce, thar ’s a rumor aroun’ our villege thet Hen Has- 
kins is a-goin’ tew git hitched up tew Widder Weaver; so 
I guess I'll jest go in an’ give ’em thet bit o’ news, an’ 
mebbe I kin git the price o’ my trip daown here fer it.’’ 


Bare Facts. 
HE LEAVES have fallen from the trees, 
Their limbs are stark and bare; 
You cannot blame them if they say 
They’ve nothing now to wear. 


A Country Advantage. 
Mrs. Crawford—‘‘ How is it you get more 
rest since you live in the suburbs?’’ 
Mrs. Crabshaw—‘‘I don’t have to sit up 
all night for my husband. When he doesn’t 
arrive by the last train, I know he won’t 


” 


be home till the next day. 
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THAT FOOL MULE 
** What happen’ to dat mule ?’’ 
** Why, sah, dat fool mule done kick me in de haid dis mornin.’’ 


Rear-pew Philosophy. 
By VANCE ¢ 
|" ISN’T always the man who sits farthest front that takes 


CRISS 


the most interest in the sermon. 

The weight of a sermon doesn’t depend upon the volume of 
sound. 
the farther front she sits. 
Some men are never at home in a church unless they’re asleep. 


The newer a woman’s hat, 


Many a man who favors paying the preacher thirty dollars a 
month expects to hear a fifty-dollar sermon every Sunday. 
You can’t expect a man to appreciate a sermon that has to 
filter through ostrich plumes, aigrettes, and birds of paradise. 
Many a man who believes he ought to pay one dollar for a dol- 
lar’s worth of goods thinks he ought to get one hundred dollars’ 
worth of religion for five cents. 
Nothing can kill the interest in a sermon more quickly than 
sitting behind a couple of giggly girls. 
There is only one job more difficult to fill satisfactorily than 
being a preacher, and that is being a preacher's son. 


TimE heals all wounds, but knocks the heels off shoes. 





AN AFTER-THOUGHT. 


** Just my luck! Why didn’t I hock this blamed machine before I 
ran into that place ?’’ 


JUDGE 


-s~ AST WIND, IND., December 4th. 









Can This Be True? 
Jabez Toothington, the 
well-known poet and novelist, reports a most interesting oc- 
currence in the northern part of the county last Monday. Mr. 
Toothington says that an aeroplanist flew over his farm during a 
heavy snowstorm, and that the fumes of the gasoline from the 
engine of the aeroplane so thoroughly impregnated the falling snow 
that he was able, with the help of his two sons, to make quite a 
quantity of it into snowballs and store it in his icehouse. He 
now feeds the gasoline-snowballs into his furnace and is thus pro- 
vided with a cheap but excellent fuel. 
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Pla Lives 
LYING IN AMBUSH. 


Indignant wife (sarcastically) —‘‘ You are a brave husband, I must 
say. A burglar inthe house, and you leave me and hide under the bed.”’ 

Timid husband—*‘ T-t-that ’s all r-r-right, m’ d-dear. I'm 1-l-ly- 
ing in ambush, you see.’’ 


Keeping His Word. 
By WILBUR D. NESBIT. 


66 ARRY me,’’ he begged, ‘‘and your fair hands 
Shall never know the harsher touch of toil.’’ 
She did; and now each day for hours she stands 
Before the stove, to stew and bake and broil. 
Her hands know not the touch of toil—ahem!— 
He bought her rubber gloves to wear on them! 


A Nine-day Wonder. 
66 ANGED if I can see,’’ frets the unmarried man, ‘‘why it 
takes a woman so long to get dressed to go anywhere!”’ 
‘*‘Humph!’’ remarks the married man, lighting a fresh cigar 
and settling back for a comfortable wait. ‘‘My boy, if you knew 
all that they wear you would be surprised at the marvelously 
quick time they really make.’”’ 


Men Don’t Usually. 
‘Was the prisoner acting suspiciously?”’ 
Officer—‘‘I should say he was! I saw the man standing in 


front of a drygoods store, acting as if he actually wanted to go in! 


Captain 


Exception. 
Knicker—‘‘The child is father to the man.’’ 
Bocker—‘‘ But there is no second manhood for second childhood. ”’ 


























































DIFFERENT POINT OF VIEW. 


Willie Fly—‘‘ Talk about Weston crossing the 
United States in eighty days. Gee, I can do it 
in three seconds.’’ 


Pipes of Summer. 
By DON CAMERON SHAFER. 
HE WILD winds blow fierce and fast, 
Snow drifts the house around. 
Hark! high above the wintry blast 
There comes a joyful sound. 


’Tis like the sigh of zephyrs warm 
That hint of summer bliss; 

A soft, sweet note above the storm— 
The steam pipe’s mellow hiss. 


Not According to Rule. 

Woggs—‘‘That’s the most remarkable 
restaurant I was ever in!”’ 

Boggs ‘*How so?”’ 

Woggs—‘‘I ordered ham and eggs and 
coffee in there just now, and what do you 
suppose the waitress called?”’ HIS GREAT FEET OVERSHADOWED ALL OTHERS 
Boggs—-‘* What?’’ 


Woggs-—‘‘Ham and eggs and coffee.” Scintillating. A Thin Excuse. 

Boggs—‘‘ Nothing remarkable in that, is ULL many a gem of bluest glass or OU THINK it’s really shocking 
there?” green ; For her to use her stocking 

Woggs—‘‘There isn’t, eh? According to — ee ee or Se mis bet eee ee we 
all the comic papers and vaudeville per- Full many a man is born to cheat unseen, The poor girl wants something in it, 
formers in the country, she ought to have And blow his And her money helps a little, so they say. 
yelled, ‘Noah’s son, actor’s finish, with gleanings on 





True Economy. 
66 OW IS this?”’ we ask of our friend, 
who we observe is carrying a lunch 
basket to the office with him. ‘‘The higher 
cost of living make you stop buying your 
lunches at the restaurant?’’ 
‘Not that exactly,’’ he says, with un- 
usual frankness. ‘‘I do this in order to 
save the expense of tipping the waiters.”’ 


some actress 





morning-after taste.’ ”’ 


























Unpardonable. 





Tessie—‘‘ Did she erase the price mark on 






9? 


the Christmas present she gave you? 
Jessie—*‘ Yes; and the cat even had the 
nerve to rub out the firm’s name, so that I 








can’t exchange it!’’ 






The Theatrical Column. 


U. S. THEATER. CONTINUOUS PERFORMANCE. 
*“*“MY POLICIES.” 
THE NATION’S LIVELIEST FARCE, 
Written, Composed, Staged, and Acted by 


TEDDY ROOSEVELT. 
Clever Dialogue. Lots of Chin Music. 


““ Nothing like it."-—Sun. 

* Quite original.’’—Gazette. 

“* Different.’’—Star. 

** Highly amusing."’— News. 

** Not a dull moment in it.” —Ledger. 














THE INVASION OF AFRICA. 
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URTIS, CYRUS H. K.—Cyrus Curtis 
was born with printers’ ink in his 
veins. Even being born in Portland, 
Me., couldn’t suppress it. He be- 
came a publisher when he was thir- 
teen years old—and failed before he 
was fourteen. But he was cutting 
his eyeteeth fast, and he has kept on 
cutting them until he has a better 
set than anybody in the publishing 
-tusiness. He can come nearer tak- 
ing a swamp-root almanac that they 
have to throw in your yard and ina 
year have people waiting for the 
Philadelphia mail train to come in 

than anybody between Golden and Hell Gate. Going to Boston, 

he took hold of the Independent, but it had gone down for the 
third time. Then to Philadelphia. Here he got behind the Trib- 
une Farmer and began shoving. As soon as he got it off, dead 
center, away it went and dragged him on to fame and prosperity. 

The motor was a woman’s department, which his wife edited. 

The department got so big that he put covers on it and called ita 

magazine. Now it takes two hundred and twenty wagons to cart 

one edition to the depot. When he first moved to Philadelphia he 
lived in a flat so small that he had to go into the kitchen to put 
on his heavy underwear; now he has a house that cost $200,000, 
with a dining-room so large that crisp celery makes an echo. 

Thirteen years ago he bought a paper that Benjamin Franklin had 

founded, and which had only a hundred subscribers—and some of 

these were on the d. h. list. He put a Mr. Lorimer on the edi- 

torial page and a Leyendecker Cupid on the cover, and now if a 

newsboy drops one on his ankle they have to take him to the hos- 

pital. Mr. Curtis’s father was a musician, and Cyrus started out 
with the firm intention of becoming the local band major and 
wearing a busby and a baton. But he never got further along in 
band music than carrying the front end of the bassdrum. He 
makes up for it now by playing on the pipe organ and having 

Hamilton Wright Mabie conduct a literary department in his 

magazine. Mr. Curtis’s own name is Cyrus Herman Kotzschmar 

Curtis, and the name of his twin-screw, steel-beam yacht is the 

Lydonia. Mr. Curtis is not to be blamed for his own name. 





tleman from Madison is the Rodney Stone 
of the Senate—the government’s champion 
fighting bulldog. He was born with his 
fists doubled up, and the first phrase he ar- 
ticulated was, ‘‘Get the gloves!’’ He is 
half French-Huguenot, half Scotch-Irish, 
and the rest just plain fight. When he en- 
tered the Wisconsin State University to 
work his way through, he was so poor that Job’s turkey in com- 
parison looked to have been on dry feed for six weeks for the 
Christmas market. He saw so little money that he thought the 
great American eagle extinct; whenever he got a dollar bill, he 
would rush down to the bank to have it tested. He made a spe- 
cialty of stoking furnaces and reciting Hamlet. He knew all the 


=| A FOLLETTE, ROBERT MARION.—The gen- 
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reasons why Hamlet was mad, and the fifty-seven why he wasn’t. 
He could go through the grave scene and be thinking about Alice 
in Wonderland. It all stood him in well, for he became the great- 
est Hamlet knockout orator on the Chautauqua circuit. He has 
made more money off the melancholy Dane than Shakespeare did. 
After going through the cog of district circuit attorney of Madi- 
son, he plunged through the political line and kicked a senatorial 
goal. Then he got on his fighting harness. They thought they 
would get rid of him by burying him on a cold committee, but 
La Follette dug out so fast that he was soon waving the flag of 
defiance from Mt. McKinley. His fighting life has left its scars; 
his face is so seamed now with lines that it looks like a map of 
the tracks of the Atchison, Topeka and Santa Fe, at Kansas City. 
La Follette is the greatest six-day orator in the American League. 
He has won a closetful of cups for orator:cal reliability runs. He 
can go up the hill of peroration more easily than most Senators 
can coast down the introduction grade. In the Senate chamber 
once he spoke for eighteen hours and was just getting warmed 
up when they called time. But Mrs. La Follette is a quiet woman 
and they haven’t any graphophone in the house. 

AXIM, HUDSON.—It was Maine. 
Some fifty-odd years ago. Seven 
to be exact. When Mr. Maxim, 
was a lad he was the shyest boy in 
school; he would sit around all the 


) 
>) sal Compendium of Famous 


4 noon hour, poring over ‘‘A Univer- 
C Poems,’” instead of playing needle’s 


eye with the girls. He always 
wanted to be a poet in good stand- 
ing with the union and have a little 
house in the suburbs covered with 
columbines and installments; but 
Fate flirted with him most cruelly, 
and now he is only a powder in- 
ventor, with no possible chance of 
ever making the union. Until he 
was fourteen years old he had never worn a shoe or let the low, 
descending sun set on a day without learning one new poem. To 
this day he likes to hobnob with poets. He and Edwin Markham 
are old cronies. He is the big game hunter among the metaphor 
metricians and has Harry Payne Whitneyed more bull bards than 
any one south of Van Diemen’s Land. In fact, he has written a 
book ($2.50, net), Q. E. D-ing what poetry really is. Poets since 
Plautus or Pericles and Pluto or whoever it was that invented 
poetry have been arguing what poetry is. Mr. Maxim has ex- 
plained with six syllables and five hundred illustrations that 
poetry is the expression of insensuous thought in sensuous terms 
by artistic trope, or words to that effect. In the book he has in- 
vented some new, high-power, smokeless words that look as 
deadly as Maximite—potentry, tropetry, literatry, and tempo- 
tentry. No one dares dispute him, for Maximite is a strong 
arguer. The book is the T-square of poetry—a sort of Bertillon 
test. If you think you have caught a poetic gem— gem, not germ 
—and are not sure, just take its thumb-marks and look them up 
in the book. Mr. Maxim delights in inviting earnest, sure-on 
spectacled poets out to his home in New Jersey and cooking on a 
chafing dish for them. Right in the midst of an omelet he will 
haphazardly ask his wife where the nitroglycerin is, and calmly 
pour some of it into the burner. It makes anybody take more in- 
terest in the omelet to know that it is being cooked over nitro- 
glycerin. Maxim’s hobby is cooking. He doesn’t care a hang 
whether you think much of his smokeless powder, his Maximite, 
or of his stabillite, just so long as you ask for another of his own 
cordials. He worked longer inventing that cordial than he has 
on his automobile torpedo. But the glory of his torpedoes and 
powders pass away—go up in smoke, one might say—in compari- 
son to New Jersey’s cum laude—it has named a town after him. 

Homer Croy. 
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The Doctor of Wounded Hearts. 


By WILLIAM HEYLIGER. 


 f 


T WOULD probably have 

surprised the readers of 
the Evening Planet to 
learn that Mabel Jane 
Davis, who ran the Advice 
to Wounded Hearts col- 
umns, shot a fair game of 
smoked ten-cent cigars, and was 
known in the office as Johnny Smith. 

Such surprise, however, would have been 
lost on Mr. Smith. He was a busy young 
man, who tinkered with perhaps forty 
wounded hearts a day. He had no time for 
surprises—except such as came through the 
mail. 

At present Mr. Smith was staring gloom- 
ily at a neatly written letter that read as 
follows: 


pool, 


Dear Mrs. Davis—A quarrel parted 
me from the man to whom I was en- 
gaged, and for several years I have not 








seen him. He failed to keep an ap- 
pointment, and in my anger I failed to 
give him a chance to explain. I have 
since regretted my hasty action. 
Would you advise me to write to him? 
Bessie. 
r— — 
L> ~ 
axe 
SS 
: . _ 














Ls PS oer, OF ) 
THE ONE EXCEPTION. 

Near-sighted old man 
break the record ?’’ 


Aeronaut—"* No; 
thing else.’’ 


‘“* T say, did you 


but I broke every- 


Mr. Smith puffed absently on his cigar. 
‘‘Now, if Jenny had sense like that!’’ he 
sighed. 

But there was no denying that Jenny had 
not had the sense that Mr. Smith would 
have admired. Anyway, Mr. Smith decided 
to make some other fellow happy. He 
pasted the letter on a sheet of copy paper 
and under it wrote: 

You should have listened to his ex- 
planation. Many hearts, my dear, are 


broken by hasty actions. Write to him 
by all means. 
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*‘I wish Jenny had 
listened to my expla- 
nations,’’ sighed Mr. 
Smith. ‘‘Ah, well, let’s 
have another wounded 
heart.”’ 

Two days later the 
young man found a 
blue envelope in his 
mail. Not knowing 
just why, the Wounded 
Hearts editor opened it 


atonce. It read: 
My dear Mrs. 
Davis—I desire to 


follow the advice 
you have given 
me. However, I 
am bothered by 
the thought that 
he may have mar- 
ried. I would not 
care to have his 
wife read my let- 
ter. She might 
misunderstand and 
sue me for aliena- 
tion of affections. 
What shall I do? 


epee 


c WHY MEN DON’T MARRY. 


Bessie. 
‘‘Bessie?’’ mused 
Mr. Smith. ‘‘Bessie? 
Oh, yes! Well, it 


would serve her right if he was married. 
Sending a fellow away without giving him 
a chance to talk! Outrage! Now, if Jen- 
ny wrote— Here, boy! Get this copy down- 
stairs!’’ 
To Bessie, through the columns of the 
Evening Planet, the love editor wrote: 
Surely his friends could tell 
whether or not he is married. 
After that, Mr. Smith bowed his head in 
thought. ‘‘If he loved her,’’ he said at 


you 





‘* Why don’t you get married again, Bill ?’’ 
‘*Aw, I can have my socks darned cheaper at the laundry.’’ 


last, ‘‘she’ll find he hasn’t married. 
they come together. 


I hope 
”? 


Jenny, Jenny! 
The Wounded Hearts editor felt that he 


would hear from Bessie again. 
later this came to his desk: 


Two days 


Dear Mrs. Davis-—He has moved to 
New York. What can I do to locate 
him? Bessie. 


The answer that went out to Bessie read: 
Consult a directory. 
‘“‘Ard when she finds him,’’ sighed Mr. 


TW 


NW AVIATION 
MEET 


THOSE AVIATION COSTUMES. 


“* Pardon me; but are you a fish or a bird ?"’ 
** What ?”’ 


“* Er—pardon me; but my friend and I were having an argument. 


an aviator?’’ 


I mean are you a diver or 





WHEN PATIENCE CEASES TO BE A VIRTUE 
Boss—‘* See here, you young scamp, | 've been 
waiting an hour for you to get back!’’ 
Errand boy —‘‘ Yes, sir —er—er— everyone says 
you ‘re a very patient man.’’ 


Smith, ‘‘she’ll probably notice that he is 
hideously bald. Wish I could stop my hair 
from falling out! This is an awful world 

full of bald heads and broken hearts 
only the hearts can’t wear wigs!”’ 

Mr. Smith boasted that his column car- 
ried a throb in every line, but by no stretch 
of the imagination could the editor see a 
throb in this: 


There are so many 
Bessie. 


Dear Mrs. Davis 
of them in the directory. 
Mr. Smith decided that he could not print 

the letter in the Wounded Hearts column. 
As a matter of fact, it seemed to bear. no 
relation to wounded hearts. But evidently 
his unknown correspondent was in deep dis- 
Evidently she wanted more advice, 
a moment of sarcasm the editor 


tress. 

and in 

wrote: 
B.—-His name must be Jones. 


When Mr. Smith read that line in the 
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Evening Planet, sandwiched in be- 


tween two tearful pleas for advice, he 


groaned aloud. ‘‘Fine, enlightened 
sentence to run inalove column! That 
settles it! I’m through with Bessie. 
She gets no more advice.’’ 

However, when another blue en- 
velope came to his desk two days lat- 
er, Mr. Smith opened itatonce. The 
first sentence set his hands to trem- 
bling: 

Dear Mrs. Davis—lIt’s not; 
it’s Smith. I understand that 
he is a newspaper man. Could 
you give me any information 
concerning his whereabouts? 

Bessie. 
hand. 


letter fell from his 


Jenny!’ he said; 


The 
“ew 
Jenny!’’ 

But the next issue of the Evening 
Planet carried only this: 


**my little 


B.—Please send your address. 


For three days Mr. Smith broke all 
records by being the first man to 
reach the office. Then he found a 
blue envelope on his desk: 

Dear Mrs. Davis—I live at 478 Oak 
Street. Do you know Mr. Smith? Is 
he married? Jane Rodgers. 

P.S. Isigned my other letters Bessie. 
It seemed a profane thing to answer that 

through the columns of the Evening Planet, 
so a personal reply went forth that Mrs. 
Davis knew Mr. Smith—that, in fact, he 
worked on the Evening Planet. 








THE BOLD HUNTER. 


Adam Bird 
bird-seed, you might tempt me; but I 'll never fall for 


THE TEMPTATION IN BIRDLAND. 
** No, my dear. If it were a bug or some 


an apple.’’ 
‘“‘He is not married,’’ the letter men- 
tioned casually—just casually. 

That night Mr. Smith strolled around to 
take a peep at 478 Oak Street. It wasa 
plain, ordinary, ten-family flat house, but 
the young man studied it rapturously. 

Suddenly a light went up on the third 
floor right, and the profile of a girl’s face 
was shadowed on the window shade. The 





“‘ Tf you ‘re so scairt of bein’ mistook for a baar an’ shot, why not put on this bright red sweater ?"’ 
“* Yes; an'—-but I might meet a bull moose.”’ 


























shadow-nose was turned up ever so bewitch- 
ingly—but, nevertheless, turned up. 

**It’s Jenny!’’ sighed Mr. Smith; and he 
watched that shade until the light on the 
third floor went out. 

Soon another blue envelope: 


Dear Mrs. Davis—Shall I address 
him in care of the Evening Planet? 
Bessie. 

The Wounded Hearts editor dared not 
start a personal correspondence. In that 
first letter, in the signature, he had labori- 
ously disguised his handwriting; but in 
some letter he might forget. So, noting 
that she still clung to ‘‘Bessie,’’ he wrote: 

B.—I would advise you to do so at 
once. 

But no letter came to ‘‘Mr. John Smith.”’ 
Instead, there was the same blue envelope, 
with the same old address: 

Dear Mrs. Davis—Do you really 


think it is proper for me to write to 
him? Bessie. 
Mr. Smith was not conscious that the 
cigar fell from his mouth. It was stubborn 
Jenny who had sent him away. If Jenny 
became stubborn on the ethics of sending a 
letter to—— 
Mr. Smith wrote rapidly: 


B.—If it were not proper, my dear, 
I would not have so advised you. 
Write by all means. 


JUST AS GOOD. 


Woman—‘‘ Three ounces of carbolic acid, please.”’ ; 
Clerk—‘‘ Madam, this is a hardware store; but—er—we carry a fine 


line of razors and revolvers.’’ 
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After that the debate came thick and 
fast: 

Dear Mrs. Davis—He might think 
me forward and bold if I were to 
write to him after all that has hap- 
pened. Bessie. 


B.—There is no reason why he 
should think you forward. 


Dear Mrs. Davis—But he might. 
He sometimes gets strange notions. 
Bessie. 


B.—I know him; he certainly 


would not. 


Dear Mrs. Davis—But suppose he 
had ceased to care for me? It would 


be awful if he knew that I still 
cared. Bessie. 
Mr. Smith, for the next half hour, 


bawled at the copy boys, shrieked for 
his proofs, and in other ways made things 
generally miserable. Then he calmed 
down and tried to study the situation 
logically. He was in no mood, however, 
for reason. All he knew was that his 
dreams had been shattered, and that 
stubborn Miss Jenny was kicking the 
fragments all over the place. 

At noon he went out and picked at 
a salad. If there was some way- 
some way—— 

Mr. Smith dropped his fork, clutched his 
hat, and sped back to the office. Dropping 
into a chair in front of a typewriter, he 

ticked off : 


My dear Miss 
Rodgers—I know 
you will forgive 
me for what I have 
done. I have seen 
many hearts brok- 
en through stub- 
bornness, and, my 
dear, you are 
stubborn. 

I have spoken 
to Mr. Smith— 
not much, but just 
enough to give 
him a hint that 
you care. He 
loves you and has 
longed for you. I 
have given him 
your address, and 
he says that he 
will be there to- 
night. Iam send- 
ing this by mes- 
senger, so that you 
will be prepared. 
Now, do be a sen- 
sible little girl. 
Mabel Jane Davis. 


“It’s make or 
break,’’ said Mr. 
Smith grimly. ‘‘Jen- 
ny, Jenny, be a good 
little girl!’’ 


Mr. Smith, that 
night, after ringing 
the Rodgers bell, 


found the halls dimly 
lighted. As he went 
up the second flight 
of stairs, a white 
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GOOD ADVICE. 


Johnnie Bug—‘‘ Quick, Bill! come up on the ball. 


You ‘ll get hit down there.’’ 


form fluttered to the head of the stairs. 

‘‘David!’’ called a voice; and young Mr. 
Smith took the steps three at a time. 

‘Little girl!’’ he said. 

Later, as they sat happily together, the 
talk turned to Mrs. Davis. 

‘“‘We must invite her to dinner,’ 
Jenny, ‘‘and tell her how thankful we are. 

Mr. Smith gasped. Here was a com- 
plication he had not foreseen. Jenny would, 
of course, be told the whole story, but not 
until after they were married. 

The love editor’s brain worked feverishly. 
In a moment he took the plunge. 

‘‘We can’t,’’ he said. ‘‘You see, she’s 
—she went away this afternoon. She’s 
gone to Let’s see. Why, yes, to Colo- 
rado. Lungs, you know.’’ 

Tears stood in Jenny’s eyes. 
dangerously ill, David?’’ 

“I’m afraid so. Her column was a fea- 
ture; the Planet can’t get along without it. 
And what do you think? We’re going to 
use her name, just as though she were here, 
and I’m going to run the column.”’ 

Jenny snuggled closer. ‘‘Will you have 
the same kind understanding that Mrs. 
Davis had, dear?’’ 

**T hope so,’’ said Mr. Smith. 


’ said 


**Is—is she 





ANTI-PROSPERITY 
The Most Harmful Drug on the Market 
Peddled Exclusively by 
THE DONKEY FREE TRADE CO. 


“Good for a fit of blues.” 
W. J. BRYAN. 





1 grain of sense. 
10 grains non-sense. 
100 grains ignorance. 


Send in coupon. 











Send enough to kill or 
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INTRODUCTION. — Considering the progress that has been made in aerial navigation, it is onan te t inventors and other thinking men have given so little attention to perfecting appliances 


that would really osfearas < - fest bird men from injuries that are the a ke! of accidental descents. 


safe and sane as it 


RPLANATORY PNOTES.. 
and hike sticking a corkscrew into auhe Fe (Advice to aviators who intend using the A-A attachment, “‘Look out for ert when coming down.”’) 

. Shows (seemingly ) pity for the driver and may be attached to any cellar el the Aithedies Guat amie ol 4 s design shows advantages over A- A of Fig. 1. ) 

Fe. > ae tront elev 

Fig. 4. A simple attachment (or detachment 

operate successfull ype De ee oo Gan & obnaes 

Prt 5. we foe am oo cept when dropping face down, As an air cushion in front would obstruct the driver’s view, he's got to take a chance ot use a different safety device. 


The Wise Man. 


HAT ‘“‘He that dies 
Pays all debts,’’ 
The man who lost 
Much regrets. 


Therefore, that man 
Is surely wise 

Who pays all debts 
Before he dies. 


Free Passage. 

Aeroplane passenger 
(1915, who has fallen 
out of car twenty-five 
miles above the earth) 
—‘*Why didn’t I pay 
my fare one way only? 
Now I won’t get a 
chance to use my re- 
turn ticket.’’ 


AYBE there would 

be less race sui- 

cide if the stork gave 
trading stamps. 


w 
Dy 
Fig. 2. ATTACHMENT 
A= AIR CHAMBER 
« COMPRESSOR PLUG 
« COMPRESSOR SHAFT 


. SPRING CHECK OR 
SHOCK ABSORBER 


offering suggestions. 


































HOW SI PERKINS’S UMBRELLA REALLY SUGGESTED THE HOBBLE SKIRT. duce heat.”’ 


\ BB = EQUALIBRATORS 
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K XK! 
HOW TO BUILD SAFETY APPLIANCES FOR AEROPLANES. 





A: wade iin 





ishi 
_ + Senveeimgned deve ee 
Shows a machine of oe Aire We A-A-— Serves the purpose of equilibrator. in e rapid accidental drop the contact would be perpendicular 


Same qunceunne lige Eyes ap. Sudden and unexpected landings are made meat gentle and a side 
) for use on all types, but especially designed for the speed machines. Ain improvement over Sage Bye 2 * parachute. Should 


You Know It! 


F ALL sad words 
That pen has writ 
The saddest are these, 
‘*Please remit!’’ 





The Morning After. 
66 EAREST,”’ says 
the bonnybride, 
‘*I just can’t get a bit 
of heat from that gas 
range, and the kitchen 
is full of the most dis- 
agreeable smell.”’ 
The gentle bride- 
groom goes to the 
kitchen, shuts off the 
gas, opens the doors 
and windows, and after 
a while explains slowly 
and patiently, 
**You know, darling, 
the gas has to be light- 
ed before it will pro- 
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JUDGE 


Yum, Yum! 



























BREAD BY WEIGHT. 


Chauncey Clovertops—‘‘Cinthy, they be gittin’ their bread by th’ weight, 


naow, daown in Noo Yawk.’’ 


Cynthia Clovertops—‘‘ Hain't thet somethin’ new, Chancy ?’’ 
Jest look at them men thet stand in th’ 
Don’t they git their bread by th’ ‘ wait ’?’’ 


Chauncey Clovertops—‘* Naw! 
‘ bread line.’ 


We All Do. 


‘“When in Rome I do as the Romans do.’ 

‘*And when in New York?’’ 

*‘Oh, I get done, just as if I were a New 
Yorker.’’—Louisville Courier-Journal. 


A Secret Out. 


Musician (after much pressing )—‘‘ Well, 
all right, since you insist. What shall I 
play?’’ 

Host—‘‘ Anything you like. 
annoy our neighbors.’’—Rire. 


It’s only to 





Eager to Work. 
HEALTH REGAINED BY RIGHT FOOD. 


The average healthy man or woman is 
usually eager to be busy at some useful 
task or employment. 

But let dyspepsia or indigestion get hold 
of one, and all endeavor becomes a burden. 

‘“‘A year ago, after recovering from an 
operation,’’ writes a Michigan lady, ‘‘my 
stomach and nerves began to give me much 
trouble. 

‘“‘At times my appetite was voracious, 
but, when indulged, indigestion followed. 
Other times I had no appetite whatever. 
The food I took did not nourish me and I 
grew weaker than ever. 

‘‘Tlost interest in everything and wanted 
to be alone. I had always had good nerves, 
but now the merest trifle would upset me 
and bring on a violent headache. Walking 
across the room was an effort and prescribed 
exercise was out of the question. 

“‘I had seen Grape-Nuts advertised, but 
did not believe what I read at the time. 
At last, when it seemed as if I was literally 
starving, I began to eat Grape-Nuts. 

“‘I had not been able to work for a year, 
but now, after two months on Grape-Nuts, 
[ am eager to be at work again. My stom- 
ach gives me no trouble now, my nerves 
are steady as ever, and interest in life and 
ambition have come back with the return 
to health.’’ 

Read ‘‘The Road to Wellville,’’ in pack- 
ages. ‘‘There’s a Reason.”’ 


Ever read the above letier? Anew 
one appears from time to time. They 
are genuine, true, and full of human 
interest. 


In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It wil! be appreciated. 


Most tenderly 
We love the birds 
Of every 
Size and gender; 
Especially— 
Now mark our 
words— 
We like our 
Turkey tender. 
— Youngstown 
Telegram. 


Not a Love Story. 


mured she. 


pound increase!’’ pro- 
tested the butcher.— 
Pittsburgh Post. 


Uncle Biff says: 
*“*There’s two conveni- 
ent things about foot- 
ball. One is it don’t 
last very long, and 
t’other is ye don’t have 
to play it unless ye 
want to!’’—Cleveland 
Plain Dealer. 


NECESSITY, MOTHER OF INVENTION. 
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43 3. -— A VEIL.” 


Mothers will find Mrs. Winslow's Seothing Syrup the | 
best remedy for their children. 25c. a bottle. 


‘*Dear heart!’’ mur- 


“Only two cents a 

















Eéyptian 
Deities 


“The Utmost in Cigarettes” 








As near perfect 
as mother nature 
and human skill 
can make them 


Cork Tips or Plain 









































‘*She Seen Her Duty, and She Done 
It Noble.’’ 


A little girl sat in a doctor’s office, wait- 
ing patiently until her mother’s turn came 
to go to the dentist’s chair. The room was 
filled with patients, for it was the common 
waiting-room for four doctors. Every one 
sat and watched the child, who smiled at 
each in turn, beginning at the right and 
going around in a cirele. She received 
some pleasant responses at first, but finally 
they grew scarce. Nothing daunted, she 
kept right on making grimaces, until her 
mother in exasperation said, 

‘‘Julia, what are you doing?’’ 

‘Don’t I have to, mother?’ And the 
little maid pointed to a sign tacked up over 
the stenographer’s desk: 

KEEP ON SMILING! 


—Lippincott’s Magazine. 


The Wrong Dose. 

Some of us are apt to take advice that 
doesn’t belong to us.—Pittsburgh Gazette- 
Times. 

A Queer Fellow. 


‘‘He’s a queer man. Won’t argue about 


the tariff.’’ 
‘‘What’s his reason for not arguing?’’ 
‘‘Says he doesn’t know anything about 
it.”’—-Pittsburgh Post. 


Pears 


“Beauty and grace from 
no condition rise; 
Use Pears’, sweet maid, 


there all the secret lies.” 


Sold everywhere 





“The World’s Best Table Wat 
From 


America’s Most Famous Spring 


Waukesha, Wis. 








CAMBRIDGE ™ 
in boxes of ten 25c “~~ 


AMBASSADOR ~ 
the after-dinner size 3 Se ~*~ be 


Philip Morris ~ 
_ Cigarettes 


Incomparable! Each a 
temptation for another 
In Cork and Plain Tips 


**The Little 
Brown Box” 











JANITORS and CUSTODIANS 


Send us your name and address 
and let us tell you how you can 
obtain a twenty year guaranteed 
gold filled Swiss movement 
ladies’ or gentlemen’s high 
grade watch absolutely free. 


THE TWO BOYS SOAP WORKS 


Indianapolis, Ind. 





Manufacturers of 
TWO BOYS OOZE SOAP 
and 


TWO BOYS WASHING POWDER 


Don’t Wear a Truss 


STUART'S PLAS-TR-PADS are different 

from the painful truss, being made 
self adhesive purpose!y to hold the 
rupture in place without rN 
buckles or springe—cannot slip, 








so cannot chafe or compress 
against the pelvic bone. Tho 
most obstinate cases cured in the pri- 
vacy ofthe home, Thousands har? 
successfully treated themsecives without 
hindrance Same Sem, Oa ae vel 

—inet pensive. cure is natural, 
rx further use for trusses, We what we 


OF snolutelv FREE. Write TODAT. 
Address—PLAPAO LABORATORIES, Block »»,, St, Louis, Mo. 


Ia answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 
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Maud. 
Maud cannot sing, recite, or dance, 
Paint china, write a ballad; 
But she can beat the chefs of France 
At making lettuce salad. 
Detroit Free Press. 
She cannot sew, she cannot cook, 
She can’t cut out a skirt; 
But though she never reads a book, 
At bridge she is expert. 
New York Mail. 
She cannot point a pencil end, 
The stone she throws will wabble; 
But when it comes to making good, 
You ought to see her hobble! 
Yonkers Statesman. 
She cannot swim or roller skate, 
All that she knows is hustle; 
And when she expects company, 
You ought to see her bustle! 
—Houston Post. 
She cannot tie her tiny boot, 
She cannot deeply talk; 
But when it comes to looking cute, 
She wins out in a walk. 
—Spokane Spokesman. 
She cannot live in just the style 
That would fulfill her wishes; 
But you should hear her playing while 
Her mother’s washing dishes! 
-Chicago Record-Herald. 


The Foibles of Fashion. 

Among the Christmas novelties displayed 
by the haberdashers is a necktie holder 
which looks very much like a stirrup of 
regulation size. The holder is gold or sil- 
ver plated, with the strap and buckle nicely 
enameled and decorated. 

Gazing at the display in a local store 
Tuesday afternoon was a man whose attire 
proclaimed him to be a member of the 
sporting fraternity. He wore a fuzzy hat, 
spats, and a vest that was fairly dazzling in 
its checks and bars. 

He looked admiringly at the necktie hold- 
ers. After learning the price, he ex- 
claimed, 

**They’re a little loud, but, gee! a person 
might as well be dead as out of style. 
Gimme one of them watch fobs.’’— Youngs- 
town Telegram. 


On Christmas Morning. 
Johnny—*‘Oh, papa, I heard Santy Claus 
last night. He bumped his foot against a 
chair, and he said’’— 
Johnny’s papa—‘‘There, there, Johnny! 
I know what he said. Run away now.’’— 
Lippincott’s Magazine. 


A Natural Mystery. 
‘*Pa, if Methuselah was the oldest man, 
who was the oldest woman?’’ 
‘“‘Hush, my son! Not even the census 
man knows that.’’—Baltimore American. 











Advance Information. 

Dr. J. M. Buckley, the well-known editor 
and divine, addressing a New York City 
Sunday school, related an incident that 
greatly interested the children. He told of 
meeting a ragged, hungry-looking little 
girl in the street on a wintry day, and when 
he questioned her she recited a pitiful tale 
of a sick mother and younger brothers and 
sisters without food. After giving her a 
silver dollar, the good doctor followed ata 
safe distance to see what she would do with 
the money. 

‘‘Now, children, what do you suppose 
was the first thing she bought with that 
dollar?’’ said Dr. Buckley. ‘‘Hand3 up!”’ 

Up went the hands, and one child after 
another ventured a guess, but none proved 
correct. Finally a little boy, whose up- 
raised hand alone remained, was asked for 
his answer to the question. 

‘A basket,’’ he sang out. 

‘‘Correct!’’ said the doctor. ‘‘There’s a 
boy who thinks! Now, son, come up here 
on the platform and tell us why you think 
it was a basket.”’ 

After considerable coaxing the boy 
reached the platform, but seemed unwilling 
to talk. ‘‘Go on!’’ urged the doctor. ‘‘I 
want these boys and girls to learn to think, 
too.’’ 

The boy still hesitated, and Dr. Buckley 
took from his pocket a silver quarter. 
**I’ll give you this,’’ he said, ‘‘if you’|] tell 
us what makes you think the little girl 
bought a basket first.”’ 

‘‘Be-be-cause,”” stammered the young- 
ster at last, moved by the sight of the 
money, ‘‘I was over in Hoboken last Sunday 
and heard you tell the story there.’’—Har- 
per’s Magazine. 





























GAME OF THE RING: AMERICAN MONEY, 
EUROPEAN TITLES.—Pele Mele. 


Please Remit. 

Jim—‘‘Did you ever learn anything at a 
correspondence school ?’’ 

Tim—‘Oh, yes! I’m 
thing right now.”’ 

Jim—‘ What?”’ 

Tim—‘‘That they want some money!”’ 
Yonkers Statesman. 


learning some- 


His Rainy Day. 

**That dollar I gave you, Jame;, to save 
up for a rainy day, did you put it in the 
bank?’’ 

‘*I_-I started for the bank, sir, but it 
came on t) rain so hard that I was forced 
to go into the inn, sir.’’—Boston Herald. 





























A Showing Up. 


Lloyd C. Griscom, at the Saratoga con- 
vention, said in the course of an interview: 

‘‘But such a course as that would be tak- 
ing too evident an advantage of ignorance. 
Like the watering-cart man. 

‘‘A watering-cart man was driving slowly 
on a hot day through a dusty street, when 
an old chap from the country shouted to 
him, 

‘**Hey, mister, yer cart’s leakin’!’ 

‘“‘The watering-cart man glanced back at 
the streams spurting vigorously from the 
rear of his cart and said blandly, 

‘**That’s all right, boss. That’s to keep 
the kids from gettin’ on behind, ye know.’ ”’ 
— Washington Star. 


The Age of Competition. 


‘*How high is his temperature, doctor?’’ 
‘Well, he’s closely crowding the record.’’ 
**Fine !’’—Cleveland Plain Dealer. 


A Skeptic. 


Blobbs—‘‘I’m afraid it’s going to rain to- 
day.’’ 

Slobbs—‘‘Oh, I think not. I just saw 
the weather man going down the street 
with an umbrella.’’—Philadelphia Record. 


JUDGE 


Proof. 


‘‘Have you taken any steps to demon- 
strate that women are fitted for modern 
controversy ?”’ 

**Yes, indeed,’’ replied Mrs. Votington. 


‘“‘We have already named a number of | 


eligibles to a Sapphira club.’’—-Washington 
Star. 


Many Play the Position. 


Mrs. Neighbors—‘‘They tell me your son 
is in the college football eleven.’’ 

Mrs. Malaprop—‘‘ Yes, indeed.”’ 

Mrs. Neighbors—‘‘Do you know what 
position he plays?’’ 

Mrs. Malaprop—‘‘Ain’t sure, but I think 
he’s one of the drawbacks.’’—Chicago 
News. 


The Way To Find Him. 


‘*My wife and I are going to spend a few 
months with her people at Strong’s Cor- 
ners,’’ said the meek little man, ‘‘and I 
want you to mail your paper to me’’——. 

“‘Yes,’’ said the clerk. 
name ?’’ 

‘*Well—er—to make sure, I guess you’d 
better address it: ‘Mary Strong’s Husband, 
Strong’s Corners.’ ’’-- Catholic Times. 





THE OPPORTUNIST. 


More for the Money. 


A couple of newsies stood in front of the 
gallery entrance at the Grand, Wednesday 
night, counting their money with the view 
of entering the theater. 

‘*What’s de show, Jimmy,”’ inquired the 
smaller of the lads. 

‘*De Lion and de Mouse,’’ was the answer. 

‘*How much is it to git in?”’ 

‘*Two bits for de gallery.’’ 

The first speaker again counted his pen- 
nies. 

‘‘Nawthin doin’ here,’’ he dolefully re- 
turned. ‘‘Come on down to de Jungle in 
Federal Street. Dere we kin see all kinds 
of animals for a dime.’’— Youngstown Tele- 
qoram, 


The Main Point. 


Harduppe—-‘‘Wigwag is a man you in- 
stinctively feel you can trust.”’ 

Borrowell—‘‘Yes; but will he 
you?’’—Richmond Times-Dispatch. 


trust 


Inorac Srettib—Can you spell it right? No 
household withoutit. Sampleon receipt of 25 cents. 
Ges C. Blache & Co., 78 Broad St., New York, Gen’! 

strs. 





—London Punch. 


Let Well Enough Alone. 


If you are doing pretty well, 
Let well enough alone. 
Don’t try to be the greatest swell 
Upon the business throne; 
Don’t try to outdo all the rest, 
And make the biggest splash. 
Let well enough alone is best, 
And not invite a crash. 


If you are doing pretty well, 
Be satisfied with that, 

Lest at the striking of the bell 
Fate throws you on the mat. 

Men say, No risk, no gain. Ah, well! 
That may be very true; 

But when you’ve lost your all, pray tell, 
What’s to become of you? 


If you are doing pretty well, 
Keep on and save your health. 
Don’t slave and risk all day and sell 
Your happiness for wealth; 
Don’t rush the get-rich scheme pellmell, 
And claim the business throne. 
If you are doing pretty well, 
Let well enough alone. 
—Boston Herald. 


In answering ativertiserents please menticn JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 
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THE 
SMOOTHEST TOBACCO 


Christmas, and then the question, 
what to give father —what a man 
really likes? A pound of Velvet 
is sure to please him. It's the kind 
| of tobacco that makes a man feel 
good. Velvet is Burley tobacco. 
Not the ordinary tobacco, but the choicest 
leaves of the plant cultivated, cured and mel- 
lowed right. It smokes cool — it smokes 
smooth and it tastes fine. Nor does it burn 
the tongue. It’s in a special, handy tin, with 
a humidor top——an ornament to any smoking 
table. He'll be pleased —more than that— 
enthusiastic. Get a can today—now. It's 
j a ripping good surprise. 


SPAULDING’ & MERRICK 
Chicago, IIL 





In handsome una 
and hall Gomes pack- 
h 


| ages wit umidor tops, 
lso in pocket size cans 


10 cents 


ws Atany dealers 





LAUGH WITH 
SIS_HOPKINS 


HER OWN BOOK 





10c All Newsdealers 10c 











| None genuine without THIS cord. 
Are a preventative of sickness. Though they save 
doctors’ bills, physicians everywhere not only 
recommend them but wear them, They not only 
protect your health. affording comfort, but add 
about double the life to your shoes, by protect- 
ing the sole. 

EVERYBODY NEEDS EVERSTICKS. 
Always for sale where good shoes are so) 
ACCEPT NO SUBSTITUTES. 


THE ADAMS 2FORDCO. CLEVELAND, 0. 

















JUDGE 


Why ~Zae. Pays the Automobile Advertiser 


HERE must necessarily be a great deal of waste circulation taken 
into account by every Automobile Advertiser. 
Reducing waste circulation is a serious problem. JUDGE elim- 
inates more of it than probably any other high-grade publication. 
Automobile manufacturers long ago developed and _ perfected 
their selling plans as applied to the wealth of the cities and have 
since directed their guns at a newer, even more promising and 
constantly growing Edl—the suburbanite, the small town man, 
and the prosperous farmer. Some advertising mediums reach 
one class and some another. JUDGE reaches both. 
| Its hold on 
men, its club 
and political 
influence, and 
its standing 
among the 
wealthiest 
classes both in 
the city and 
country, make 
it an ideal me- 
dium for the 
advertising of 
Automobiles- 
of every price. 
A large per- 
centage of 
JUDGE read- 
ers either own 
Automobiles 
and buy ac- 
cessories, or 
can be inter- 
ested to the 
point of buy- 
ing by well 
directed _per- 
‘ suasion. 





“YOURS IN HASTE” 


The price of 50 cents a line makes display advertising easy. 
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Joe Millerisms 


Angels with Wings. 

‘‘What is an angei, mother?’’ asked a 
six-year-old. 

‘Why, dear, it is a beautiful lady with 
wings, who flies. But why do you ask?’’ 

‘*Because I heard father call my govern- 
ess an angel.’”’ 

*“‘Oh!’’ said the mother. ‘‘Well, dear, 
you watch her and you will see her fly to- 
morrow.’”’ 


Christmas Sweets 

A newly engaged couple were enjoying 
some blissful moments alone after the 
Christmas dinner. They had broken the 
wish-bone at the table. 

‘‘Tell me what you wished,’’ she asked 
shyly. 

‘*Tell me what you wished,’’ he returned. 

‘*Well, I will if you will.”’ 

‘‘T hate to do it—it might not come true.’ 

‘*‘But maybe it would. Now, you prom- 
ised, you know.”’ 

‘*Well, I—er—I wished you’d let me kiss 
you. Now, what did you wish?’’ 

*‘Oh, I daren’t tell!’’ 

‘*But you promised.’’ 

‘*Well—I wished you’d get your wish.”’ 


The Boy’s Sacrifice. 

He was a good little boy and very 
thoughtful. He had heard about the great 
scarcity of water throughout the country. 
He came to his mother and slipped his hand 
into hers. 

‘*‘Mamma,’’ he said, ‘‘is it true that in 
some places the little girls and boys have 
scarcely enough water to drink?’’ 

‘‘That is what the papers say, my dear.’’ 

‘‘Mamma,’’ he presently said, ‘‘I’d like 
to give up somethin’ for those poor little 
boys and girls.’’ 

His mother gave him a fond look. ‘‘Yes, 
dear; and what would you like to giveup?”’ 

‘‘Mamma,”’ he said, in his earnest way, 
‘fas long as the water is so very scarce I 
think I ought to give up bein’ washed.’’ 


Just Charity. 

Two Highland farmers met on their way 
to church. 

‘*Man,’’ said Donald, ‘‘I was wonderin’ 
what you will be askin’ for yon bit sheep 
over at your steadin’?’’ 

‘*Man,’’ replied Dougal, ‘‘I was thinkin’ 
I wad be wantin’ fifty shullin’s for that 
sheep.”’ 

“‘I will tak’ it at that,’’ said Donald; 
‘‘but, och, man, Dougal! I am awfu’ sur- 
prised at you doin’ business on the Saw- 
bath.”’ 

‘‘Business!’’ exclaimed Dougal. ‘‘Man, 
sellin’ a sheep like that for fifty shullin’s 
is not business at all; it’s just charity.”’ 


After the Plum Pudding. 

**No, Willi ’’ said his mother; ‘‘no more 
sweets to-night. Don’t you know you can’t 
sleep on a full stomach?’’ 

“‘That’s all right, mamma,’’ said Willie; 
“I ean sleep on my back, can’t I?’’ 


Something to Get from Santa Claus. 

When the small boy of the family needed 
a new pair of trousers, mother thought it 
would be nice to let him choose the kind he 
wanted. So when they got to the clothier’s 
she said to him, ‘‘Now, Willie, you may 
choose from these pants on the counter any 
pair you like.”’ 

**Gee! here’s my choice, ma,’’ said Wil- 
lie. ‘‘See the card?’’ 

It read: ‘‘These pants can’t be beaten.’’ 
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In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 


Apollinaris 


THE QUEEN OF TABLE WATERS.” 


Bottled only at the Spring, Neuenahr, Germany, 
and Only wth its Own Natural Gas. 
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CHRISTMAS MORNING IN CATLAND. 


Chorus of kittens—‘‘ Three meows for Santa Claus! Meow—ow—ow! And atiger- 
cat me-e-e-e-ow !"’ 


——— ee 


“].W. HARPER’ 


Whiskey 


RICH AS CREAM PALATABLE DELICIOUS 
"ON EVERY TONGUE" 


Bernheim Distilling Co., Incorporated 
Louisville, Ky. 
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